
UNKNOWN TERRORS 



••1 CANT understand this. Mary. Therei 
am. something weird going on " 

Richard Burton peered with narrowed eyes 
at the large anthill he had been observing 
"Now wjtch." he laid, "that small opening In 
juat a moment one of these little fellowi will 
come out See what happens to him," 

The gathering dusk was. making all objects 
less distinct. Outlines were softening, and the 
sweet country smells teemed more poignant 
to Mary as her senses alerted to meet man- 
kind's oldest enemy, darkness. She Pent for- 
ward and focused her eyes upon the anthill A 
amall black head appeared, antennae waving. 
Ihtn two slender front legs, scrambling a litile 
U they struggled to lift the black pinch-waist 
body over the rim of the nest. 

Back legs were now at the rim of the hole 
as the ant started its run downward, along the 
aid* of the nest. Mary saw little flicks of dirt 
fly outward as it gathered momentum. Sud- 
denly the tiny animal stopped. The slender 
threads of its two antennae gave a sort of con- 
vulaiva shake, quivered, and then became, like 
the rest of the body, motionless. It was as if 
an invisible w»U, invisible to her eyes at least, 
had auddenly arisen in front of the ant. 

Mary glanced at her husband. "What hap- 
pened to it?" ahe asked. 

"Watch." 

Mary looked again, and taw that the small 
black body was losing the rigidity of its form. 
There seemed to be some tort of softening 
process taking place, as might happen to ■ 
piece of moulded taffy left too near a hot 
stove. 

She felt ■ sickiah feeling Imtatt her, and 
brushed her hand s trout her eyea. then lnnke.1 
again, amared. horrified. The ant grew bubbly, 
liquid And then it slowly disappeared 

Another ant came over the rim of the nest 
opening, wis auddenly stopped in its motion, 
softened, melted, and disappeared. Then an- 
other, end atUI another. Miry did not speak, 
■imply stared at this drama, fascinated, feel- 
ln« f tie tarrtr which needa no words to convey 




its pre*ence from one person to another. 

Richard wat the first to break the silence. 
"I've watched fifty or sixty antt come out of 
ihe nest during the last few minutes." he said. 
"And the tame thing has happened to each of 
them. It must be some strange rnntagiout die- 
ease, some sudden-acting watting proctM like 
... I don't know . . . like . . ■" 

"Like black magic," Mary suggested. "Like 
a witch's curse?" 

Richard laughed a rather thin laugh. "Don't 
be ridiculous. Mary Those things ere only 
storybook stuff. And this , . ." he pointed to 
the anthill, "is real. No. there'll be an expla- 
nation, all right. Although," he added as an 
afterthought, "in my fourteen years of study- 
ing and teaching biology I've never heard of 
animal tissue suddenly disappearing. I'll come 
out here first thing in the morning and try 
to make some sente out of it. Maybe it'll lead 
to something big ." He smiled at his frightened 
wife. "Let's go home now, Mary. It's almoat 
dark and we haven't fed Ginger. That dog, 
goes wild when her supper is late. Come on." 
He linked arms with his wife end they started 
down the woodland path which led to their 
summer bungalow. 

A red cocker spaniel ctme out of the house 
and ran toward them, barking wildly, a little 
accusingly, it seemed to Mary, because hi* 
supper was late "Ginger's a demanding 
devil," she thought, smiling to herself. 

Halfway between them and the house. Gin- 
ger came lo a Midden stop, her hark freezing 
in her throat, Mary pithed forward, a wild, 
'rary memory of the ants in her mind. It was 
nearly dark now, hui she could see, as she ran. 
that the dog's body was collapsing, and toting 
its form When she reached the spot where 
he had been ttanding. relt for the small body, 
her handt touched only empty air. The dog 
had quite disappeared. 

"Richard." she called wildly. "Richard." It's, 
happened to Ginger too." and she hroke Into 
• wild lobbing. Richard w»i at her side now.] 
holding her in his arms, comforting her, tell- 
ing her toothing thing! which she knew he- 



lid only -out of hii own fright tnd mystifi- 
Kien. 

When her sobbing hid become quieter, and 
it enuld ipeak. the asked Richard what it 
•mt. "Could it b* me?" the asked. "Could 
(ere be something about me. some radiation 
hieh fie* troy*' things?" 

"Will." ha Mid. laughing. "I'm here. You 
iven't destroyed me. Look." And he stood 
p and made a great show of flexing his arms, 
inning in place, and ended by doing a deep 
i»» herd. "Does that look like a man on 

• way to being snuffed nut like a candle 9 " 
j"No," she said, laughing. "But don't joke 
Lout it." 

Next morning they found that the chickens 
i the yard behind the bungalow were gone, 
id Mr. Alii*., their nearest neighbor, stopped 

I to a*k them if they had seen his horse. "I 
|n'i (Snd it." Alii* said. "I can't understand- 
; wa» iniide a fenced-in pasture. Someone 
juat have stolen it." 

But Richard and Mary knew that the horse 
td not been stolen. And yet how could they 

II Mr. Allis what ihey knew, that *ome 
eird force was about, dissolving, evaporating 
idias as the sun will dissolve and evaporate 
taw. 

:When Atlts had gone. Richard suggested 
at thay have a look around. "If there were 
u"y hodie* left to dissect." he said, "I wouldn't 
*T so utterly helpless. We might find the 
trm then, or the virus, or gel some sort of 
ea of what this weird force i* that is oper- 
ing around here. And it must be confined to 
is era*. - he added, "for I've listened to lev- 
el Aews programs on the radio. There's not 
on a mention of it." 

They walked back along the woodland path. 
«ding toward the anthill. Maybe we'll sea 
mething there." ha said. 
Spetklea of bright sunlight felt upon 
thill through the bright green leaves over- 
ad. Mary approached the nest timidly, fear- 
1 of what she might see. But she found only 
-e busy line* of ants, winding up and down 
e mound, one en-ertng and one leaving, in- 
ni upon their endless business of repairing 
e home, feeding the young ant", laying in 
ires of food. It was as if nothing might 
we happened to their brethren the night 




"Mirr!" Richard sailed to her sharply from 
the woods. "Mary, coons here auiekly!" She 
rushed toward the aound of his vpjea and 
saw that ht was holding a little p nta b v 
the shoulder. Ths tiny man had a gun in his 
hand, an old-fashioned gun. one of iho<« 
ancient fowling pieces with a wide-il; 
murile . 

Richard was panting, for It la not oaoy to 
hold a struggling little gnome. "Oh Mary," 
he gasped. I'm glad you got hare.* He twisted 
his body and threw the gnome to the ground 
"Hera, sit op htm." Mary sat. right across the 
waist of the gnomt. who stopped struggling 
momentarily as Richard wrested the gun f/fe*n 
his hinds, broke open the breach and ex- 
tracted a shell that looked like- a shotgun 
cartridge. . 

"What kind of gun la that?" ha asktd the 
gnome. "You've bean shooting )L haven't y ■ ' ' 
The man nodded, and Rieha.-'i -*ent on. "What 
did you shoot it ai ?" 

"I had only six sheila." he said. "A»1 | sod 
four of them. Tht fjrst. Just to jsra tic* mv 
aim. on that anthill over there. AneJ the second 
on a dog Then I ahot at a horse In a pasture 
and some chickens in a yard." Hi giggled 
aoftly. "But they didn't do any real Harm. 
The didn't even make a noise, ec a flesh!" 

HICHARD reached into the gnome^ 
pocket and extracted two cartridge*. 
"You have done much more harm than you 
aeem to think." he said. "I am going to take 
thet strange gun away from you before you 
cause any more trouble." He reech'd ou' to 
grab the gun. 

The little gnome suddenly started 10 snug 
gle again, end he held onto the gun fm d«jM 
life. Richard finally managed to get the ■ 
away from the tiny man. but at the last a* tfi 
just as he wrenched it free. thm wta a si jfcS 
jolt and a puff of smoke Richard hesttafr! 
for just a moment, then took ths gun in both 
hands and started to break it ov«r hi* knot 
To hi* srmxement, It melted in his hands and 
then just seemed to dissolve. 

"What sort of weird joke Is ttm 5 "' he asked 
the little man. "Do you think . . ." He nevgr 
finished the sentence. Instead, he stared, hor- 
ror stricken For 'he gnome has disapccar^tl 
into thin air. right before his eyes! 

THE END 



